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noticing and commenting on her rule of her
husband. So long as Loviisa was able to get
about there would be no starving in that
home.

The natural order of things was already
breaking up at that time. The first serious
failure of the crops had hit large areas of Fin-
land hard. But in the 'sixties the horizons of
the sea of Time in which all these different people
were being rocked were very, very limited.

During the years that came before the great
famine-period Maija Nikkila's boy Jussi was one
of the troop of children that played in the
Harjakangas lanes. A big head surmounted his
thin neck; the smock left his bow-legs visible.
His mouth tended to be always open and his
small, hardish eyes often stared unwinkingly
around him.

A rocky mound with many folds thrust into the
heart of the village. It was the common pas-
turage for the village pigs, Pig Hill, and the
favourite resort of the smallest children. One
dilapidated hut with a few apple-trees growing
beside it stood on one slope, and big rowans
grew here and there. The hut housed a family
with many children, later to become notorious as
the Pig Hill lot, the boys all vagrants and rowdies,
the girls ill-famed in many ways. There were
children also on the Husari and Pelttari Farms,